FATHERS AND CHILDREN
sit down himself. He was in an everlasting
fuss and hurry; in the morning he used to put
on a tight uniform and an excessively stiff
cravat; he never ate or drank enough ; he was
for ever making arrangements. He invited
Kirsanov and Bazarov to his ball, and within
a few minutes invited them a second time,
regarding them as brothers, and calling them
Kisarov.
They were on their way home from the
Governor's, when suddenly a short man, in a
Slavophil national dress, leaped out of a trap
that was passing them, and crying, 'Yevgeny
Vassilyitch!' dashed up to Bazarov.
*Ah! it's you, Herr Sitnikov,' observed
Bazarov, still stepping along on the pavement;
*by what chance did you come here?'
* Fancy, absolutely by chance,' he replied,
and returning to the trap, he waved his hand
several times, and shouted, * Follow, follow us!
My father had business here/ he went on,
hopping across the gutter,' and so he asked me.
... I heard to-day of your arrival, and have
already been to see you. . . , (The friends did,
in fact, on returning to their room, find there a
card, with the corners turned down, bearing the
name of Sitnikov, on one side in French, on
the other in Slavonic characters.) * I hope you
are not coming from the Governor's ? *
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